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CHARACTERS. 


DON GARC IA, who affect. Necromancy, Mr. Cavante 
DON CARLO, (fond of Drinking and 


Knight Errantry,) Mr. Davis. 


PEDRO, his Squire, Mr, Mapples. 
AL ON ZO, Nephew to D. Garcia, Mr. Lowe, 
DORINDA, D. Garcia's Ward, Mrs. Leffler. 


BIRTHA, her Maid, « - V y Young Lady- 


THE 
KNIGHT ERRANT. 


— — 
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SCENE l. a Room in Don Garcia's Houſe. 


Don Garcia dreſs'd as a Magician. Dorinda. 
RECITATIVE. 
D. Garcia. My Riches, Honours, Perſon, hence be 
thine, 
And Carlos muſt all thoughts of thee reſign ; 


Fiends, Spectres, Racks and Tortures I'll aſſemble, 
Shall cauſe this valiant Knight to quake and tremble. 


AT 
Ariſe! Ariſe! 
Demons of each luckleſs Hour, 
Riſe obedient to my power: 
* Louring Storms now fill the Air, 
Meſſengers of black Deſpair: 
Sprites and Spectres all combine. 
Attend my privy Council ſtrait, 
Where in ſcrious Debate, 
Well reſolve, 
And iuvolve 
This Knight Errant; 
And ['Il warrant 
Thou, Dorinda, ſhall be mine. 


[ Exit D. Garcia. 
SSA T4-V-R. 
Dorinda. Hah ! hah! bab! hah! (laugbimg heartily) 


Yes, you may boaſt your Majic Arts and Stuff, 
And Carlos truly is quite mad enough : 


Vet there's a Saying, if I don't miſtake, 
Reformed Rakes the beſt of Huſbands make. 


A 2 Bu, 


Confound the Knight in his nocturnal Rout, 


5 
But, my Alonzo ! wherefore, gentle Youth, | | 
Doſt tarry thus? Thy Conſtancy and Truth | 
Do all thy Sex's Virtues far excell. | 
But give Love but an Inch, he'll take an Ell. 
& YR | 
At firſt like an Infant appearing, 
With neither his Bow nor his Darts; 
To his Wiles we attend without fearing, 
Till he creeps by Degrees to our Hearts. 


When ſoon for our Folly requited, P 
This gueſt the ſole Maſter we find; _— 
For ſcarce to the Boſom invited, 
But he lords it at Will ver the Mind. 
nene | 
But, ſee the Youth appears. (Enter Alonzo} 
A 1 R. 
i I. 
Alorzo. Thy beauteous Form, for ever, 
Is preſent to my Eyes ; 
To graſp it I endeayour ; 
The falſe Illuſion flies, 
14%. | 
The gentle Breeze that's ſtraying. 
And ſporting thro” the Grove; 
Each Zephyr ſoftly playing 
In Vain, I think mv Love. 
RECITATIVE. 


Darin. But ſay, Alonzo,—tell me of your Fate. 
| How got you Entrance ? 

Alon. At the Garden Gate, 

I met my Uncle, who, without Suſpicion 

Of my Mind's Errand, gave me a Commiſſion... 

To trick poor Carlos. For I'm to enact 

A curious Character; which may, in Fact, 


Dor. 


| 121 
Dor. But ſee, . ſee, he waits without, 
For your Return: | 
D U E T T. 


Alon. Deign, oh deign ! ye Pow'rs Were 
Io ſmile propitious on our Love. 


Dor. No more let anxious Fear or Care, 
My long diſtracted Boſom tear. 


Ale, But bleſt in Hymen's gentle Sway, 
We'll paſs each Hour of Life away. 


( Excunt ſeverally) | 
Sczxs II. A Hall, 
Don Carlos, Pedro and others drinking. 


AIR 
I, 
D. Carlos. Come, jolly Knights, don't ſpare the 


7 Wine; 
Drink, drink, untill your Noſes ſhine. 
Let's empt anole Flaſk, for I aſſure ye, 
Wine much augments our martial Fury. 


M. 
Sometimes tis ours to fight a Giant 3 
And talleſt Knights not half ſo high ar'r.t, 
The leſſer Man, to beat the bigger, 
Had need be much the larger Swigger. 


III. 


So when the Word's to *fack a Dragon, 
We firſt ſhould tofs off a whole Flaggon ; 
For how can we his Fire oppoſe, 

Better than with a fiery Noſe? 
4 


6] 
Wang 


E Or when we pay the Honours due 
1 To Damſels fair, —and cruel too; 
1 4 | We find the Grape's enliv'ning juice, 
1 At ſuch a Time, of Soy'reign uſe. 


| e 
Don Quinote,Sirs( a Hickup })—twixt you and me 
Was never fit for Chiv alt:: 


| 
| For how cou'd he a Windmill cuff, 
| Who never got half drunk enough, | 

© Enter Birtha, haſtily. 

Birtha. Rouſe ! rouſe ! Don Carlos. Here you 
[ | 39 fit drinking till, | 
F Whilft Garcia keeps my Miſtreſs gainſt her Will. 
| | Befides, your Honor's touch'd by Words ſo baſe ; 
| Why, Sir, he ſwears your Whiſkers from your Face 
He'll tare, when once you are within his Claws : 
4 And ſend you yelping home with naked Jaws. 
. D. Carlos. Birtha, cheer up. For all his Threats 
and bouncing, 
I'll ſeek him out, and 555 e him à good trouncing. 
Your Pardon Knights (bowtng reſpectfuly) this being . 
[| a Lady's Caſe, 
Al other matters muſt of courſe give place. 
Pedro. Woud'r pleaſe your Honor's Grace that I 
Shou'd have a Finger in this Pye ; 
Or, hap a Conj'rers juſt a Meal 
For your vaſt Stomach= _ 
D. Carlos. *Zblood ! I feel 

Myſelf ſo valiant, I ſhall not divide 
The Conqueſt, Pedro, | 


* 
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| Pedro. Sir, Pi fatiafy'd,—(boiving) 
| D. Carlos. The rank Old Fox, to covet my fair 
| Spoſa 

| 


By all that's brave, I'll tip him a Mendoza. 


41 


3 
A 1 R. 
3 
O! I' daſh him, 
Cut him, flaſh him, 
Kick him, bang him, thump him; 
- O! Tl bind him hand and foot, 
And gainſt the Wall I'll bump him. 
Hand and Foot, 3 
Zounds. I'll do't ! 
He as well 
Might be in Hell, 1 * 
So curſedly I'll lump him. 
| n. 
01 chis Chance ! a. 
*T will ſo enhance, 
The Valour of Don Carlos! 
Dorinda fair, when we, ſet to't, 
Shall heave a Sigh for Carlos. 
Blood and Suet! 
We'll go to it.— 
He as well 
Might be in Hell, 
As in the Hands of Cartes. 


/ ScENE III. 4 Apariment in D. Garcia's Hae 


Don Garcia, Dorinda. 
RE CITATIVE. 


D. Garcia. Damſel, e'er tis too late, accept my 
| Hand ; 


And hence my Magic Skill's at your command. 


Dorinda. Why as to all your Tricks and Fancies ; 


Your Fortune-telling and Romances ; 


Our good, or our ill fate divining, 
F rom Stars, which at our Birth were ſhining.—— 


A 4 $14 
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Why, what can you tell us? We know all the paſt ; | 
Are content with the Fate we're at preſent poſſeſſing; 4 
And if for the ſuture our Lots are all caſt, 
We might there find a Curſe, where we hope for a 
Bleſſipg. WIE Fc ws 


1 | = 7 

'| What's hid in the Stars, then, ia not within our Care; 
; 
* 


We ſhall know it too foon if its any Vexation ; 
If 'tis good Fortune, pleafure's a little too rare, ; 
To rob ourſelyes of it by Anticipation. . 
£311 in rn 
1 
What folly t'were then, in the Myſt'ries of Fate, 
To drive, by a vain, idle impulſe directed; 
Tbe Knowledge of ill cannot leſſen its weight; 
And Pleaſure's moſt weleome when leaſt its expected. 


"RECITATIVE, 
Whats hid, &c. 


Dorinda. Were you an Heir ta Crowns and | 
Sceptres born, | 
Thy ugly Phyz I'd hate, thy Proffers ſcorn : Y 
Had you the Queen of all the Indies crown'd me, 


I Rilt ſhou'd hate u (Exit in a Rage. 


D. Garcia. (after pauſing) May my own 
- Arts confound me! 

But Ill avenge this ſaucy Inſplenge; 

And on Don Cailos ſeek my Recompence. 
D. Garcia. ¶ Pauſing) Now for my Project, that 

ſhall low'r the Creſt | 

Of my mad Rival; and. ſhall give a Teſt 

Of the vaſt Prowels of this Errant: Knight. 

I've plann'd it, and it ſhall be done this Night. (Exit. 


1 Scumma: 


— — — 
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Sckxx IV. changes to the outfide of Don Garcia's Houſe, 


Enter Don Carlos, drunk. 


RE OCITATI VE. 


D. Carlos. Hillo! Old Miſcreant - Odſo! But 
he may hear me.— 

I ſay, Old Garcia, (in @ lower Tone) Now, if he 
ſhould queer me; 

And, with a Cudgel of a helliſh Thickneſs, 

Shou'd ſally forth !—No matter, here's no Witneſs, 

I ſay, old Syphax, ecod, it may ſo happen, 

That | may ſtorm the Fort, and catch him nap- 
Ping. 

(Exter Alonzo diſguis'd as a Cook Maid, with a 

pit in bis hand.) 


Carlos, to your arms,— 

What Si ght is this which all my Power diſarms | 
(falls . bis Back, at the ſame time dropping bis 
ſword, whilſt Alonzo points the Spit to his Breaſt.) 
Good Mrs. Thingumbob, who comes from He- 

| cate; 
Being a Siſter. of that Lady's,—as I take it, — 
A vanquiſhed Knight, your Priſoner am I. 


Ive underſtood, by Books of Chiyalry, 


Two Witches, Devils, Imps, or Sprites, 
Are juſt a match for twenty Knights. 
Now, here's ſuch Odds !— 
Alonzo. Peace, hold your Prate ; 
Leſt, with your Blood and Bones, I ſatiate 
Don Garcia's Anger. -Now, upon Parole 
of Honor, you dep art, 
D. Carlos. — or upon my Soul ! | 
(Scuffles up his hat, and riſes, and runs off, in a 
dey fright ; when Alonzo takes up his _—__ 25 
iel 


f 
| 
| 


[ w 1] 
Shield; ; whilſt Garcia, at a Window above, Joins bim 
in a hearty __ at the _ s I") | 


Sczun v. a Row i in Dvd TTY Oy”. 
Pedro and Birtha. - 


Birtha. Why *ſquire, now! this ſo provoking ! ' 
Pearo. Ods.bodikins! why, ſure you're joking! 
Birtha. Joking, Lord, Lord! nat I, believe 

me. | 
N o, of all reſt you quite bereave me. 
An Air fo graceful ! (viewing him) 
Pedro. 
Birtha, And then a Squire toon 
Pedro. Ah! by Trade a Cobler ! 
And yet by cobling a Man gets more Pence, 
Than by 'Squire-Erranting, and Nonſenſe. 
Birtla. Aye, true, good Pedro,—and then d'ye 
ſee, | 
What ſigniſies, —twixt you and me,. — 
Whether Shoe-mak ing, or what your trade is? 
We don't ſet up for Lords and Ladies. 
Pedro. But be'nt I old and ugly grown ? 
What think ye, ha! 
Birtha. Why, I muſt own 
You're not Adonis like, or Paris; 
And yet Don Carlos plainer far is; 
Ugly! if I thought ſo *twere ſtrange my 
vey. you're EE Fa as an Abgel. 


AIR. 


T own, I thought you, at firſt fight, 
A Mopper, a Baboon, a Fright ; 


E 


Or ſome Hob - gobbling of the night, 
Who guilty Creatures waken. | | 
With noſe and chin, like Rams-horns, curl'd; | | 
And Brows in furrow'd Wrinkles furled. 
| Well ! "tis amazing, in this World, 8 q 

How one may be miſtaken ! | | 


| IT, 
| For now I ſee, with half an eye, a 
| You are not old, nor made awry, | . 
| Nor do your ſhambling Trotters ply, 14 
7 As if by Palſy ſhaken: g 
You're young as Ganymede, and fair | 
Narciſſus had not ſuch an Air; 
Well, *tis amazing, I declare, | 14 
How one may be miſtaken ? Te 
| | | RE CITATIT E. 


i7 And then, perchance, Squire Pedro may be made | 
1 A Count, or Governor; and leave off trade. | 


Pedro. Why true, ſhould be but prove victo- q 
rious; | | | 

But I've my Fears. 

Birtha. Oh! t'wou'd be glorious, 
For you his Squire. | 

Pedro. Why luck'ye, d'ſee; 9 
Mortal great Things indeed he has promis'd me; B 
But then, of his performing I'm afraid. 

Birtba. Patience, all is not loſt that is miſlaid. 
A Pig by keeping up, you know, gets fat, 

Pedro. Oh! oh ! my Lady, if you're good at 

that. | | 
AIR, 


J. 


I can proverb it too, ne er lean on a Ruſh; 
A Bird in the Hand is worth two in the Buſh ; . 


__— 
- * ll... 

— 

rr 


” b — 


ſ 12 | 


'Tis the Money paid that deſides who's: the Win 


Who . bl on good Fortune's, neb er ſure of a Din- 
Out of Sight, out of Mind; delaying breeds Dany 
He =. 1 to be cozin nd, who truſts to a Stran- 
Heaven ke my F end, and the old one my Bro- 
"OF vo:nþ one thing, performing another. 


II. 


Much may fall. out 'twixt the Cup and the Lip; 

The Builder's Receipt” s, the beſt Sail in the Ship; 

* is a good Thing to lend, but a better to borrow ; 

Pay me to Day, and I'll ruſt you to morrow; 

Brag is a good Dog, but hold faſt a better; 

One may gueſs at a Word, when one knows the 
' firſt Letter; 

There's not the moſt Fire, where we ſee the moſt 
Smother; 

Promiſing's one Thing, performing another. 


| RECITATIVE. 
Biriha. Look! look by Geminy, here comes 
your Mafter! 
Pedro. Without the Lady too] ſome curſt Diſ- 
aſter  * 
Has ſurely croſs'd him 


Enter Don Carlos. 
Biria, — —Sir Knight! deareſt me ! 


Where's my Lady? (beth ſpeaking 
Pedro. 'That damn'd conjurer ! (together. 
D. Carlos. 


Hear me en me hear 
me | A 


 Birtha Well? what ?—how 2 182 A 
et L DU ET. 


$M % 

DU BTT. 
Oh ! l'll hang as high as Haman, 
But the Knight got thumpt at laſt, 


D. 38 Nay, do, prithee ſtop your Gamtnot, 
Zounds ] your Larum rings fo faſt! | 


RECITATIVE. 


Birtha. — Well then, ? | 
D. Carlos. © This Necromancer, 
(And ſuch Don Gareia is, that | can anſwer) 
To meet me was afraid. No, he won't fight. 
Of Witches, —Devils—ſuch a woundy Sight, 
All daſh upon me, he at once let looſe; 
To fight ſuch Odds, I was nor ſuch 'a Gooſe, | 
No, I farrender'd on Parole of Honor 
l ela. Here comes my Miſtreſs — Heaven's 
Bleſſings on her —— 
Old Garcia too, and other Gentlefolk 
. Carlos. Why what the Plague! — This is a pretty 
a 
Enter Don Garcia, Dorinda, and Alonzo, : r ho has * 
Knight's Sword in one hand, and a Spit in tbeother. 
Dorinda. Hah ! hah ! hah ! he! 


(laughing immoderately. 
Moſt valiant Knigbt, we bring a Flag a. rue. 
Jake charge o' your Priſoner, Cook. 7 


D. Carlos. | Why, what the Deuce ! 1 
Birtha, Oh! ho! is this the Cook was ſo 
| ebliging 

fo perfonate of Imps a Legion 

Beſides a Score or two of Witches ? 
Pedro. And ruin'd my Maſter, Body and Breeches, 
D. Garcia, Nay, I muft beg to incerfere. 

Be not on Carlos too ſevere. 

He as rode his Hobby, I've rode mine. 

Fo him I cheerfully refign 


Of them to Carlos. 


[ 14 1 
The Hand, and, I believe, the Heatt 
Of my fair Ward. ET 
D. Carbs. Beit my Part 
To make her happy as ſhe's lr 4 
D. Garcia. What ſay'ſt, Dorinda? 
Dorinda. 0 1 don't deſpair 
Of Carlos' Goodneſs, who, I'm well affur'd, 
Like my good Guardian, here, 1s fully cur 'd 
Of all his Whimſies. But believe me, Sirs, 
Dorinda's Hand, nor yet her Heart, concurs 
In her kind Guardian's generous Reſignation 


Alon. Since an Explanation 
On my Part, my kind Friends. muſt now take Place; 


T aſk that Hand and Heart. 


D. Carl. Oh! chat? $ the Caſe 
D. Garc. Hah! what my Nephew Does 
Alonzo dare 
To aſk Dorinda's Hand. 


Birtha. E Axe, you may ſpare. 


 Yourſelves much Pro and Con for I dare ſwear, 


A handſome Youth, like him, i is more her Cnoice, 
Than ſuch old Codgers — | 


D. Gare. ——Prithee hold-your Noiſe, 
Miſs Prate-apace !—— 


D. Carl. — Come, come; twixt you and me, 
Friend Garcia, we're two Fools. 
We're old and paſt it, Friend ;—the Show's gone by. 


D. Garc. Come, let Dorinda chuſe, and Vl 
ee 


( 15 J 
. 
| Is | 1 . 
Dor. What Time the warning Bel ſhall ring 
The holy Prieſt to call, 
Him to the Temple Love muſt bring, 
Who does my Heart enthrall. SF 
It is not you, or you,—but you © (To Alonzo. 
Would vou know WhO? N 
See all 


F 
Alon. No more my Brow with Sadneſs lours 3 
Hence Cares! we'll not careſs em. 
We'll not complain ; 
A few ſhort Hours 
Have put us fairly out of Pain. 
Without Suſpence, Love ever cloys ; 
And we muſt firſt i imagine Joys, 
Before we can polleſs em. 


D. Garc. Come then, your Hands.— May every Joy 
attend you : 


D. Carl. Here, take my Bleffing too;—Friend 


Garcia, I commend you, 


D. Carlos. Now, Pedro, as for you, my quondam 
Squire; 
Who, like poor Sancho Panza, did aſpire 
At greater things; you'll now accept my Purſe. 
edro. Nothing's ſo bad, Sir, but it might be. 
worſe. 
Lou have my thanks; and if again you catch me 
Playing mad Pranks, like theſe, the Devil fetch me. 
D. Garcia. Right Pedro. And let us all this 
maxim prize, 


That to be happy's only to be wiſe, 
FIN ATL E. 
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Hymen, come, your Rights proclaims. 4 1 
Come, at bidding 5 
To this Wedding, 
Neighbours all, CE LACKS 
To our Call. 
Let the Cottis, aud the Trumpet ſounds 
Tilt all the Fleurs deafen round. 
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